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PREFACE 
se 


M* PINKNEY MARCIUS-SI- 
MONS,who is about twenty-seven 
years old, began by painting what is 
called the genre style. A pupil of Vibert, 
he followed in his master's footsteps, and 
many of his most successful pictures are 
now in the United States. His surround- 
ings and necessities were to blame for 
this, as whenever a glimpse of his won- 
derful imagination, or his future brilliant 
coloring, sought to blight their way 
through the tonality of his work, that 
work was condemned as not likely to suit 
the public taste. The knowledge and 
4 comprehension of the poetry of art was 
; steadily advancing, but it had not as yet 
+ pervaded all classes of society, We were 
_ en plein, in the realistic school of France, 
| Sir Burne Jones was unknown, Turner 
was almost a myth, and Gustave Moreau 
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was ignored by the general public of the 
‘*foule,’’ if these names were cherished 
by the dilettanteand collectors. A serious 
illness which confined Mr. P. Marcius- 
Simons to the solitude of his studio was 
the means of developing his marvelous 


fertility of imagination and the extraor- 


dinary gift of color, of which he was -him- 
self seemingly unconscious, as well as his 
strong sympathy and affinity with Turner 
(whose works he had never seen), © 

A painting, ‘‘ Le Miracle des Roses,’’ 
representing the legend of Saint Elizabeth 
of Hungary, painted in oils on glass and 
sent by the artist to the second exhibition 
of the Rose and Croix—after having hung 
neglected during two yeats' in his studio, 
the boy not daring to show the work, pro- 
nounced a mere sketch by his intimate — 
friends, brought him at. once recognition 
and success. Groult, the celebrated art 
collector, bought it at a handsome price 
and placed. it in his gallery, inviting the 
artist to come and see it in its néw sur- 
roundings, There, for the first time, the 
young artist gazed upon works of that 


Turner to whom he was destined so often, 
in the future, to be compared. The paint 
ings, well known as the Middle Ages, Age 
of Faith, and Lohengrin, the Rayonne- 
ment de la.Croix, Parable of the Virgins, 
_alarge decoration called the Broken Lyre, 
St. George and the Dragon, Jeanne d’Arec, 
painted last year,when Rome beatified the 
martyr maiden, only added to his reputa- 
tion, The public began to recognize him 
as one of the leaders of the new school 
—symbolical, Dreamer or any of the 
names now given, for want of a better 
title to classify his personality and his 
work, and still more curiosity was ex- 
pressed to find out what he was doing in 
__ his always carefully closed atelier, and he 
’ thus became an interest to those appre- 
ciative of the higher art movement and 


its development, The poetical, simple 


faith of the primitives, the weird color of 
a Ziem, the dreamy atmosphere of a 
Turner, are all to be found in this young 
_ artist, allied to an assurance and skill of 


composition, at once so rich and so pre- 


cise, that—as one of our best French crit- 
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ics describes it—his pictures might be 
called perfect syntheses of their subjects, 
Their numberless details, drawn with stern 
accuracy, this, the fruit of his earliest 
education, marked into a magnificent 
whole, exhaustive to the given subject. 
Under the circumstances we have 
thought it interesting that a comprehen- 
sive exhibit of this artist should be seen 
on this side of the ocean; still more so, as 
Mr. P. Marcius-Simons is a New Yorker 
by birth, and this he has retained in spite 
_ of continental education and study. His 
art in France is called Anglo-Saxon in its 
essence, and we have no doubt of his 
future as one of the most original and 
daring representatives of America's art 


world, 


And Nature, the old nurse, 
Took the child upon her knee, 
Saying, here is a story book 
Thy Father has written for thee, 


Come, wander with me, she said, 
Into regions yet untrod, - 
_. And-read what is still unread’ — 
-.. .*.In the manuscript of God, | 
.. And he wandered away and away, . 
; . With Nature, the dear old nurse, 
, _ Whosang to him night and day | 
_ The rhymes of the universe, 
_ —Longfellow. 


ce 


CATALOGUE - 
» 
‘No. 1. 
CENDRILLON, 
S fae 


F 12x76. 


When Cinderella was all. dressed and 


quite ready for the ball, the good fairy 
Godmother went into the garden, and se- 
lecting there the largest. pumpkin she _ 
could find, and bidding thena large rat 
and six mice appear, she gave them her — 
instructions beforé changing them intoa 
splendid coach with prancing horses and 
footmen seas: on behind. 


No. 2. 
SUNSHINE, "090m 


xe 
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‘The Rise = Day. 


73 x 236. 
t rays of light shoot through 


s from the tal, waving ped Maing 
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bright rays, smiling figures float through 
the vapor. We are only watering our 


flowers ; they sing and Pass, 


No. 6. 
THE TREE ON THE HILL. . 
13%x10. : é 
: a. 
No. 7. “4 


FILLEUL DES FEES. 
Fairy Godmothers. 

4146 x 286. %. 

As his nurse slowly chants the time- | 
worn phrase, the ‘beginning of all ortho- Ee 
doxal fairy legend: ** And once upon a 
time there was a tiny little baby Prince, 
and all the fairies were invited to- his a 
birth, all except the naughty bad one,who : 
was ugly anyhow, and who was ae ten 


and therefore vowed sib 


Wt: Wess, ba ff 6 eB 


child sees the visionary beings knocking 
at the window. Here comes Science, 
with her globes and mathematical instru- 
ments; Wealth, yellow with the reflection 
of the thousands of gold pieces falling 
from the meshes of her hair, as she offers 
_coronets and strings of precious pearls ; 
Poetry unrolls the magic name of Shake- 
speare, accompanied by Art with her pal- 
ette glowing with color, miniature cathe- 
drals and statues, The faithful Egyptian 
magician of the story brings roses, rare 
and scented flowers, while in the distance 
the evil genius, with his hair flaming up, 
_ the smoke of his burning torch staining 
| the pure, blue sky, as he waves it high, 
the image of war with its curse, blighting 
all art, science, poetry, the fortune and 
beauty of nature. 


Py No. 8. 
: LE GOULET 
alley of the Seine. 
1334 x 104. 
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No. 9. 
FAIRY LAND. 
43 x 34, 

Dreams in the air, blue eee purple 
mountains, melting in the sky; cold, ‘trans- 
parent. turquoise water bathing aero 
and curious flowers. Ethereal dancing — 
figures glide through the air. They are 

_ all there, crowned with flowers, Nisa, vie 
Myrto, Lydé, Philodocé, Née, Re. Hand af 
in hand they trip. from leaf to leaf ; radi- | 
ant in witchery they smile. “Lis bie a t 
dream, they are gone !-and the. castles : 
fade. 


No. to. 
- TANNHAUSER. 
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No. 11. 
VERNON. 
ib Valley of the Seine. 
1334 x 1014. 


13 


No. 12. 
FAUST AND MARGUERITE. 
1814 x 25. 


In the twilight Faust has come, He _ 


lures Marguerite on, and sheclingstohim _ 
in her awakened love, and yet, some mys- 
terious evil influence pervades the air, a 
darkening the sky, changing quickly day - i 
tonight. Like some powerful gorilla, the 
demon, repulsive and strong, sits upon the 4 
wall, steadying the ladder with his right 
hand ; with the left arm he guides the — 
lovers. y 
In the deantail den the lilies have © 
withered, and Marguerite vainly tries to 
pierce the gloom, for she hears the <— 


of the monster’s laugh. 


i¢ 


No. 14. 
SOUFFLE D’HIVER. 
The First Breath of Winter. 

aM 43 x 34. 


Winter has come; the snow is ie taiBae 


| ast; ; rushing through the forest trees,” its 
cold breath has killed the plants and their 


flowers; some still dance on, waving their 


The tiny fairy fires still light ie the 
scene, struggling with heroic desperation, 


No. 15. 
_ THE BRIDE’S FAREWELL. 
- 1514x1934. 


In her gilded galera, led by the envoy 
of her future sovereign and spouse, the 
cess, blest by Papal: hands, amidst 


oar of, cannon and the shouts of the 


girlhood has been passed, varied, yet 
peaceful, as the course of the river, 
which flows so gaily onward to the sea: 
She goes to some unknown destiny, which © 
God governs only, perchance to the fate i 
of |Mary, Queen of Scots, or Anne of | 
Boleyn, Amidst the gay pageantry,, 


celestial figures, hovering before her, ks 
unroll with shadowy hands the prayer, 
“*God speed the bride to far-off shores, 
wa happy a stream to wend,” 
No. 16. 
THE POND. 
41x 28, 


No. 17. 

DREAMS, PRECEDED BY. 

NIGHTMARE, AND GUIDED 

BY SLEEP, DESCEND INTO 

THE TOWN. i al 
53 x 82. ys ; 

Night has fallen, All is still. 

some petrified ocean the sea of h 
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; stretches far and wide, Paris is quiet at 
-last—for two short hours. Hardly that, 
pes the peasants come with their market 
, the sleeping horses slowly drag- 
¥ ging Pe tering toilers to the halles, 
" there to awaken once more the echoes of. 
y the street and quicken the life-pulse of 
other day. Descending along the Milky 
ay, the Dreams appear in vivid color- 
’ Sleep has summoned them from 


hose ethereal mansions high, high be- 


_ they pass Baie ise bright thoughts to 


itter down upon the ‘dreary world. 


la Beat t is Roan, Tote’ s victim 


‘ae in a beauteous dream, Still 


but pause ..,.. for 


rice takes the lead to-night, 


Her right hand grasps a flaming torch, 
while by the serpent hair she holds the 
Gorgon’s head, the blood drops falling 
down. ’Tisa thing of terror but radiant 
in light; which, strangely enough, illu- 
minates not the sky, but causes gloomyy 


q 


shadows to appear and gather darker still, + 


while sleep, unconscious and tehaail 


floats on, soothing and merciful. 


No. 18. ; 
THE WHEAT FIELD. 
j 22s 1h 
Novia! 
JEANNE D’ ARC LISTENING 
TO THE VOICES. — 
2314 x 18. 
The mission of Jeanne d’ Arc: 
my father’s garden, a little to the rig’ 
said the poor shepherdess, “I _ 
voices; they frightened me at 
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after a while I became more assured, 
inding their accents worthy. They ex- 


orted me to go to France and liberate 
he kingdom.” (Authentic words of Joan 
of Arc to Charles VII.—Gzzzot.).. 

: "Jeanne listened to the voices and seeing 
th rough the foliage of the trees herself in 


armor, bearing a white banner, urging on 


knights, riding furiously, faster and faster, 
to reach the far-off cathedral of Rheims, 


ove the white clouds. As the girl 


spoke—‘* With this,’’ he said; and he 
handed to lier his sacred sword with faith 
nscribed ; and with faith she took it.... 


~ No. 20, 


__,_ GIVERVY. 
; Valley of the Seine. 
——-:1884 x 1014. 


_ fered the cup to her lover’s lips. .... - 


No. a, r 
SARDANAPALUS. 
, _ 59 x BBY8. Stuf 


had sworn to perish with all his treas- | 
ures, . rather than fall into the hands. of 


his enemies, In the early morn, still 


Us 
7 


immovable, like the statues of the go 
carved in his image, to await the appear: 
ance of his foes, They came. ... 
stood horror-stricken ; their horses ter 
fied, refusing to advance, before tha 


al 


awful scene ..... and Myrrha prof- 


_ No, 22. Me 
SUNFLAKES. 
42%) a 


peeazsity Mta4 No. 23. 
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_ RAINY WEATHER. 
Ax, pes - 


ie: ’ ; No. 24. 


d kindled earth’s dread flames. 
omed. Her companion seeks to 
sly battling with adverse wind. 
rises in mountain waves, crush- 
e and courage. No help at hand ; 
fire and sea, — Above, no pity and 
r¢ » now, The tragedy. must end 


No. 25. 


- COMING LIGHT. 
- 4346x381. 


; like some midnight star; 


oe 
ford 


ancing down the busy street, 


2I 


shedding its light upon the mul 
gilding cornice and capital, bright 
this ,Sloomy world, They have | c 
out trom house and’ home with 


and rich stuffs to carpet its path, a1 


Bethlehem, the star the shepherds s 
eas 


the star that is to o- guide us “oats 


7 pel gop eae 
Poses: b 


ey 


No. 27. 


THE LAST LOCK. . 
4114 x 63. - 


The ships of human life have been 
toiling, sailing, struggling their long 
weary way from far, from near ; from the 
East and from the West, from the North 
and from the South, The lateen sails of 
oriental date ; the merchantmen of mod- 
ern trade; Italy’s antique galeas and 
even humble river barges, have passed 
from lock to lock, gaining at each one 
some higher sphere, and now they wait. 
«+++.» Lhe light, which at first was but 
a distant glimmer, far off and faint, shines 
brightly now, and lo! the great doors 
slowly fall apart, while all around a 
glorious city grows, The hoped-for prom- 
ised city of eternity, where He stands 


revealed, extending open arms—like on 


the cross—but now in welcome stretched. 
The light is but His radiance, and the 
boats, Passing on, are lost in the dazzling 
halo, 
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No. 28. \i 
GAMILLY 3759 
Valley af the Seine. 


1884x1044. 
No. 29. ; aig 
-cuPID AND THE FLO\ , 
5x 734, at | 


x 


The last rays of the sun, 


glowing splendor, illuminat. 
little Me ae in the dista 


stand out black against 


Ina Seite ives 


and only leav 
At last he has 


the royal flower, the noble flower,. the 
emblem of purity.» He would like to 
break her also, to tarnish her immaculate 
glory ; to scatter her fair white petals in 
the mire .... . but an angel appears in 
a halo of light, and, with his flaming 
$word, protects her; whilst the little god 
of'.love, enraged and mortified, throws 
down his bow and arrows, trampling, in 
impotent anger, on all the other flowers 
around him, 


No. 30. 


THE RADIANCE OF THE 
CROSS. 


43 x 34. 


Spreading its dominant light over the 
vast forests and streams bordering the 
vast cathedral, the divine image of 
the suffering Saviour rises over the 
middle ages, He has said, ‘‘He who 
lives by the sword, dies by the sword,”’ 


and with His eyes so sad and sweet 
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he followed the -infinite cohorts 1 
sing themselves, like clouds or gt 
hoppers, beneath his bleeding feet. T! 
feudal castle, the humble hut, and t 
swarming city ; the church and the mo 
asteries furnish their combatants. : 
1095 to 1270, ruled by one sole idea, urg 
on by faith, they engaged in illusory 
quest, - i am 
*‘ My kingdom is not of this world 
the Lord,” el 
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